On the 10th of last October, died Dr. James Johnson. This Review owed its existence to him.
It originated in his bold conception?it was raised to a high pitch of circulation and celebrity, by his talents and industry?it was written with his own hand for nearly twenty years, and carried on under his watchful superintendence for more?it was regarded by him with a sort of paternal affection?and we should be wanting in all that gives dignity to gratitude, and gracefulness to affection, if we did not, to the best of our poor abilities, set forth his claims to the respect of the Profession, and to be ranked with its illustrious dead.
Nor are those claims slight. If natural ability, varied information, industry that never quailed, a ready pen, a caustic and yet a kindly humour, professional knowledge acquired under every difficulty and dispensed with unbounded generosity, a probity that could not swerve, and a benevolence that knew no limit to its objects, constitute the features of a character to be admired as well as loved, then the subject of this Memoir will be both.
James Johnson, or He left behind him, to mourn the loss of one of the best of husbands and of
